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Author's Notes: 
No, this is not the infamous PWP; that one frightens me. This is a short little mind-fuck the Muses chose to 


tell me about on a overcast Saturday morning. Much thanks to Andy, without whose help, | would\'ve made an 
ass of myself. 


"Where're you going?" 
A hand encircled Slash's neck, squeezing just enough to make it's point. 
"Stay." 


Brought up short, Slash sank back into the sofa, wary and not a little bit frightened. He didn't say anything, he 


didn't dare; he just watched Axl's expression very, very carefully. 


The pressure eased and a brief triumphant look of satisfaction danced across Axl's face, his mouth twisting 


with a greed that jacked up Slash's sense of danger into high alert. He held himself still, guarding against any 


move that might set Axl off. Experience had long since taught him that when Axl was in this mood, watch out. 


He felt the fingers flutter against his neck, saw the first hint of lust appear in those cold eyes, did not relax 
as the hand traveled down in cold caress to warm itself against his chest. The circling touch was repulsive and 


he repressed a shudder even as the breath caught in his throat to choke him. 


"You like playing mind games, don't you?" he asked, almost out of desperation, a hidden plea in his words. Let 
me go, it whispered, Please! don't do this! 


Axl heard it; Slash could tell in the curve of his lips, sneering and full of contempt. He was actually getting off 
on it, enjoying taste of fear and the power it gave him. Prey, Slash thought, that's all | am to him at the 
moment. This did not bode well. 


"Yes," came the reply and the hand slid back up Slash's neck to curve around the corner of his jaw and pat 
against his ear. Almost like the kind of companionable slap two buddies would give each other after a good 
game of football, Slash thought and almost laughed at the image. He crushed the tide of rising hysteria, it was 


best to evidence no weakness. Weakness would be seized upon. 

It was not enough. 

"You're fucking crazy," Slash whispered, the words torn from his throat against his will 

Axl smiled. He slid his hand into Slash's hair, tangling his fingers in the black curls and seizing the edge of his 
ear in a punishing grip. His movements were slow, deliberate, almost sadistic and Slash winced at the sudden 


pain. Then Axl twisted Slash's head back until his throat was exposed. 


"Maybe," he replied, and sank his teeth into the side of Slash's neck. 


